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Lost Love which flies aghast it knows not where,

And finds no foothold but the dreadful air ;

Deep Misery which knows not its own cries;

And sightless Hope with ever straining eyes:
Yet this, this, for ages long
Will turn to story and sweet song.

EDWIN MUIR

NOTHING IS EASY !

NOTHING is easy ! Pity then
The poet more than other men.

And, since his aim is ecstasy,

And, since none work so hard as he,             10

Forgive the poet poesy !

He hath the same dull eyes: his ears
Are dull-attuned : his hopes and fears
Are those same ravening dogs that bay
The moon, and bury bones in clay !

Tho' he on offals, too, was bred,

Tho' in his heart, and in his head

The brute doth slaver, yet he can

Banish the brute from off the man.

The man from that beyond the man.            20

He gave a song, a wing, to words
That they might fly and sing like birds
In love, who cannot too much sing
The heaven, the earth, the everything ;
And love, the air that buoys along
The wing, the singer, and the song.

Yea, wonder is that he hath done,
For all that is beneath the sun